BY AIR TO TIBET

expanded beneath us. We landed some eisrht miles
the other side of it, ten minutes ahead of the scheduled
time.

A number of dark-faced gentlemen in white leg-
draperies, black smoking-caps and umbrellas, surrounded
the aeroplane. An English customs officer begged me to
inform him if I had brought any gramophones, bicycles,
or pianos, and if not, whether I was engaged in gun-
running. Some friends of a friend met me with their
motor, and pointed my attention to the new airship
hangar, the largest single-storey building in the world,
and constructed entirely of corrugated iron. " The
number of men," they remarked with relish, " killed
in the process was enormous." This observation I sub-
sequently published in the Calcutta Statesman, to the
great indignation of the Karachi Press, who harped on
" Author's Callous Remark " for several weeks. The
casualties, it was pointed out, had actually been ex-
tremely few. Having inspected the internal height from
which the bodies had fallen, we set off for the town.

This, I said to myself, suddenly remembering, is
India; and looked out from beneath the hood. Beneath
a depressing, overcast sky stretched an asphalt road,
black and efficient, whose objectives were conveniently
labelled on a white English signpost in black letters.
Occasionally a bungalow stood -up, carefully shrouded
in a front garden. Otherwise the earth lay bare, a dead
mauvish brown, sprouting tenuous bushes of cactus
growth or small fig-like shrubs with mauve flowers that
fluttered in the wind. In the background ran a low
railway embankment, interrupted by a horizontal bridge.
Above this appeared the distant towers of the English
church of the Holy Trinity, the Scottish Denominational
church of St. Andrew, and the Gothic lecture-hall, all
executed in yellow stone. This placid scene was
enlivened by a lady in a yellow sari and a gentleman
in white draperies on a bicycle, going one way, and a